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GOD'S SOLDIER. 

“Tr I were only a strong man !” 

A sick girl sat propped up with cushions, near 

an open window, in the early September days, 
while summer yet lingered among the green leaves 
and flowers with which she had beautified the land. 
Her face was almost ghostly in its whiteness. Far 
back in their sockets lay her eyes, which neither 
ain nor wasting sickness had been able to dim. 
jer shadowy hands, with their long transparent 
fingers, lay, one across her bosom, the other rest- 
ing, like a piece of exquisitely cut marble, on a pur- 
ple cushion. 

Not very far away from the gates of death. The 
road had already gone down from the sunlit plains, 
and was crowding in among the shadowy cypress- 
es. Not far away from the gates of death. She 
knew it, and was not afraid. 

“If I were only a strong man!” The tremulous 
fife, shrill but exhilarant; the throbbing drum, 
changing the time in which her heart was beat- 
ing; the reverberant tread of armed men—these 
were yet in her ears, though the pageant was gone. 
Weak, sick, dying as she was, her soul was quick- 
ened by a new inspiration. 

‘But I can do nothing.” She sighed a little 
while afterward, letting the white lids, with their 
thick fringes, fall over her glittering orbs. 

“Nothing, Alice ?” 


The shut lids flew open, and the bright eyes 


were in the questioner’s face. 
“Whatcan Ido? Iam not a man.” 
“No. You are a weak, sick girl.” 


“So weak, that these poor hands can not even 
knit.” 


‘Just so weak, Alice.” The voice was burdened 


with tenderness 

“There are sick soldiers in our hospitals. But 
I can not even visit them, nor do so small a thing 
as hold a cup of cold water to feverish lips.” 

‘*No, you can not do even this.” 

“Tam helpless. icando nothing! And yet,I 
would give my life, if that would avail any thing, 
for our country. To me, people do not seem to be 


half in earnest—do not seem to comprehend the 
peril in which we are involved. Men talk of busi- 


ness and gain, and women of dress and pleasure, 
as if no enemy were at the gates, mad for our de- 
struct . I feel, sometimes, as if 1 must ery out 
from the windows, and warn the people of a danger 


they do not appear te dread.” 

‘If yon could infuse your spirit into one who has 
the strength to stand up in the face of our en- 
emies. 

The sick girl raised her head from among the 
cushions, in a half surprised way. 

‘My spirit into another?” she said, 

* Yes,” 

** Into whom ?” 

The answer did not come until ber question was 
repeated. Then the name ‘‘ Howard” was spoken. 

‘*Howard!” It was evident that a pang had 
gone through her heart. Her lids fell quickly, 
and her face buried itself among the purple cush- 
ions. 

** When our country fs in danger, God lays upon 
us the duty of offering for its defense even our most 
precious things.” 

The sick girl lifted her head again. If the pale 
face could be paler, it was paler now. 

“Howard is brave and patriotic,” she said. 

** | believe it, Alice.” 

The eves were shut again. A hard struggle was 
in progress. 

“If I were not so weak, Aunt Phabe. If the 
time were not so near at band.” Her lips quivered 
and tears fell over her cheeks. Silence followed. 

“Three years, or for the war! I should never 
see him again in this world! Oh, Aunt Phebe, I 
am not streng enough for this !” 

“Only in the degree that God gives us strength 
are we a enough for any trial,” was gently 
answered. ‘* Yeu asked ‘ What can | do?’ and the 
question is answered. Pour into another heart 
your strong enthusiasm. Vitalize another soul 
with your intense patriotism. I have watched you 
closely, Alice, when Howard has been here. ou 
are not, apparently, the same girl then that you 
are when he is absent. You do not talk as stron 
ly about the war; and if he shows any thing like 
military ardor, are silent. Nota single stimulus, 
so far as observed by me, have you offered to his 
love of country. Is this right? Are you doin 
your highest duty in thus seeking to hold him bac 
from the ranks of patriots and defenders? I think 
Howard brave; I know him to be sound in princi- 
- . He belongs to that class of men who make the 

vest soldiers, And why is he not in the army? 
The answer is with you. Speak the fitting word 
and he will move at once to the call of duty. Into 
his manlier strength your warm life shall flow. 
On the vattle-field your brave words will be in his 
thought and make him invincible. What can you 
do, Alice? You can give a man to the army of 
freedom—a men filled with vour own spirit, count- 
ing not his life dear so that his country is saved.” 

**Leave me to myself, Aunt Phobe,” said the 
sick girl. ‘God will no doubt give me strength ; 
but I feel very weak now.” 

Aunt Phebe laid her iips tenderly ou Alice’s 
forehead, and then went out. " 

For a long time shadowing lashes lay close upon 
white cheeks. The pale thin mouth was shut. It 
was asad mouth now, Was there strength enough? 
Could the sick girl bear this parting with her Iov- 
er?——a parting in which there was so little prom- 
ise? And deeper still than this went the pang. 
She thought of wounding and of death. Could she 
give that precious one to these? Send him away 
by a word to encounter, in his own dear person, 
the terrible things of which she had read as befall- 
ing in battle? Her weak heart shuddered. She 
grew faint and sick before the images imagination 
wrought inte almost life-like existence. But this 
Btale | assed, Other thoughts flowed into her mind 
ond changed the character of its creations, She 
did not see the dark things of fear, but the great 
juccess that lay beyond the strife of battle-fields. 
And now was revived the old ardor of patriotism, 
Up from the valley of doubt and fear she walked 
with firm steps and eyes fixed on the mountain- 
tops beyond, She had been ready to give all for 
her country--even her own life, if that poor offer- 
ing could have availed any thing—all but this! 
Now she was equa! to the last great duty. 

“Tam strong in Thy strength,” she said, lifting 
her eyes meekly upward. “ Take all of earthly 
support. 1 will lean upon Thy everlasting arm.” 

The shadowy lashes no longer lay close down 
over her white cheeks. The pale thin mouth, shut 
80 tightly a little while before, was parted, and the 
sad expression gone.” The clear eyes looked out 
upon the sunny sky and pleasant landscape. Her 
heart beat in renewed strength. 

“Oh, Howard!" What a flash of joy went over 
her coantenauce! The door had opened and a 





young man entered. He was in age not past 
twenty-three; yet he had a firmly-set mouth, an 
eye of strength, and the step of one whose thoughts 
were already maturing into distinct life purposes. 

‘*Dear Alice!” he said, and kissed her. Then 
taking her little hand, thin and colorless almost as 
a snow-flake, he held it very tightly, sitting down 
and bending toward her as she bey among her pur- 
ple cushions—gazing into her face and drinking in 
of its sweetness. ; 

“If you were not so weak, Alice.” There was 
a meaning in his voice beyond the mere expression 
of regret. Alice felt this, and, as she tightened her 
hand in his hand, answered, 

“If I were not so weak—what then, Howard ?” 

His mouth grew serious. He looked at her for 
a little while, and then his eyes dropped to the 
floor. 

‘*What then?” She pressed him for an answer. 

**T would go from you for a little while.” 

He saw her start. But instead of grief or pain, 
a soft smile lay upon her lips. 

“Where ?” 

He stood up, drawing his form erect. 

“Tam a man—strong and of full stature.” 

She did not answer, but her eyes were in his 
face. 

‘‘Do you understand me, Alice?” His voice 
was just a little unsteady. He sat down again, 
taking the hand he had relinquished a moment 
before. 

“I think so.” She spoke very evenly. 

**When our country calls upon us, Alice, God 
calls.” 

*T believe it,” she answered. 

“Tt has called upon mo—has been calling for 
months. The summons is in my ears day and 
night, and, without sin, I can no longer remain 
disobedient. But how can I go, and you so weak, 
so frail? Oh, Alice, it is not that love has dimin- 
ished, but the call of duty grows more and more 
trumpet-like every hour.” 

You speak truly, Howard,” was the firmly- 
given answer. ‘‘ When our country calls upon us 
God calls. J have heard the voice, and recogniz- 
ing it as the voice of God, have looked up, asking, 
What can I do? I, so weak, so helpless —just 
ready to be blown away by a breath—not able to 
minister even to my own needs. Oh, I have trem- 
bled in every nerve with excess of desire to re- 
spond,” 

“Let me take of your spirit, darling!” said the 
young man, bending down to her until his breath 
was upon her cheeks. “Let me lift from your 
weak shoulders the burden of active duty and lay 
it upon my own. Strengthen me with your love! 
Say to me, go forth and offer the service of two 
hearts. I am ready to bear your gage of honor to 
the battle-field as a true and loyal knight.” 

No fear came upon her heart. God was giving 
her strength for the hour. Her face grew warm, 
and the shrunken flesh, infilled by stronger pulsa- 
tions, seemed to round with the fullness of health. 

‘*Go forth !” she answered, ‘‘and may God give 
you courage and endurance !” 

The sick girl laid her head upon the bosom of 
wed lover, and in the enthusiasm of the hour was 
lappy: 

But did not her steps falter as she moved along 
this new path of duty? No. Her love of country 
was genuine, and the ardor that flowed from this 
love no evanescent heat. For herself, she knew 
that her steps were daily descending to the river 
of death, and that in a very short time she would 
be amidst the encompassing waves. Over the 
river faith saw the land of immortals, and the shin- 
ing ones on the bank ready to receive her soul. 
She had conquered the human weakness that 
would hold her beloved to her side, and in saintly 
— ag given him to his country in the hour of 
need, 

How brave he looked in his uniform! How 
strong—how manly! Pride twined itself with her 
love. Never a word of weakness—never a look of 
pain—never a hindering tear. But always an in- 
spiring strength. She hardly seemed to him a 
frail, dying woman, but a beautiful spirit pointing 
the way through danger to duty. 

The time of parting came. Alice had not dared 
to trust herself to think of this hour. Would she 
have strength for the trial? Strength of spirit ? 
Yes! But the heart would beat faster and stronger 
with human emotions; and the frail body might 
not bear the strain. , 

““God’s love and God's strength go with you, 
Howard!” She tried to be calm and brave. *™ Be 
a true soldier! I shall be near you, always near 
you, Howard!” ; 

He kissed her over and over again, Drew her 
wildly to his heart. Gave her a loving, long look 
of impassioned love. Then, without utterance, tore 
himself from the room. 

A messenger reached him an hour afterward as 
he was marching to the place of embarkation, his 
regiment having been ordered tothe Capital. The 
nature of this summons was such that he obtained 
leave to remain behind, and join his regiment on 
the next day, 

The ordeal of parting had been too severe for 
Alice. The strength that came to her was un- 
natural, an excitement thatconsumed. When the 
scene passed she became so weak and tremulous 
that she could no longer sit among the cushions in 
her great arm-chair, but had to be lifted to the bed, 
where she lay with shut eyes, and breath so low 
that Aunt Phoebe, as she stood over her, was some- 
times in doubt whether the chest moved or not. 
Half an hour she thus lay. Then her lips moved, 
and as Aunt Phoebe bent down her ear she c t 
the whispered name of Howard. It was then that 
she dispatched the messenger, who was just in time 
to reach the young soldier before his departure. 

“Alice!” The voice went down to the region 
of &nsciousness. Slowly the lids upraised them- 
selves, and there was light and joy in eyes that 
looked into her lover’s face. 

“Oh, Howard!” 

“You know me, Alice ?” 

She smiled sweetly, but feebly ; and her eyelids 
began to droop as if they were heavy with Ran 

* Alice!” he called, tenderly—“ Alice !” 

She looked at him again. 

“ = you know me, hice ad 

“Yes” 

a am 1?” 

er eyes, now fixed and becomin 
looking steadily into his eyes: bas 

** God's soldier |” 

As the words left her lips a brief smile played 
over them. Then the eyelids fell, and a veil was 
drawn over the ashen face, 
death ! 

** God's soldier ” 


It was the veil of 


said the young man, as, three 
days afterward, he turned in tears from a new- 
made grave. ‘‘Without fear, and without re- 
proach!’ Amen!” 


Prompt te the call of duty ; patient under suffer- 
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ing; all-enduring; tender to the sick as a woman ; 
quick to help the weak; pure from all sin; an 
brave as a lion in battle—so did this soldier of God, 
into whose life had flowed the lofty enthusiasm of 
another life, move among his fellows. Into their 
spirits his spirit was infused. They felt the mo- 
tions of his undaunted courage, and found, in his 
true words fitly spoken, au inspiration to noble 
deeds. Give such men to our armies, and having 
justice on our side, victory is sure to perch upon 
our banners. ; a 

God's soldiers! Men inspired by no thirst of 
blood—no hatred of their fellow-man—no mere love 
of danger and mad adventure, but self-devoted for 
their country ; strong and brave from duty ; ready 
to lay down their lives to defend — principles 
of human rights when assailed. ese are they 
who, in the present great contest, are most needed, 
Send them forth, true wives, mothers, sisters, maid- 
ens! You know them. Lay no restraining hands 
upon their garments—put no hindrances in their 
way. God’s soldiers must now to the field, for all 
the powers of hell are moving to destroy the out- 
posts of civil freedom. 





POULAILLER THE ROBBER. 


A Breton legend said that the devil adopted 
Poulailler from the hour of his birth. 

When a boy is born under auspices which lead 
his parents to suppose that, while the bodily part 
of him is safe at home, the spiritual part is subject- 
ed to a course of infernal tuition elsewhere—what 
are his father and mother to do with him? They 
must do the best they can—which was exactly 
what Poulailler and his wife did with the hero of 
this story. 

In the first place, they had him christened in- 
stantly. It was observed with horror that his in- 
fant face was distorted with grimaces, and that 
his infant voice roared with a preternatural lusti- 
ness of tone the moment the priest touched him. 
‘He won't learn any thing,” said the master, when 
he was old enough to goto school. “Thrash him,” 
said Poulailler—and the master thrashed him. 
“ He won't come to his first communion,” said the 
priest. “Thrash him,” said Poulailler—and the 
priest thrashed him. The farmers’ orchards were 
robbed; the neighboring rabbit-warrens were de- 
populated ; linen was stolen from the gardens, and 
nets were torn on the beach. ‘‘The deuce take 
Poulailler’s boy!” was the general cry. ‘‘ The 
deuce has got him,” was Poulailler’s answer. 
** And yet he is a nice-looking boy,” said Madame 
Poulailler. And he was—as tall, as strong, as 
handsome a young fellow as could be seen in all 
France. ‘Let us pray for him,” said Madame 
Poulailler. ‘‘ Let us thrash him,” said her hus- 
band. ‘Our son has been thrashed till all the 
sticks in the neighborhood are broken,” pleaded 
his mother. “We will try him with the rope’s- 
end next,” retorted his father; “he shall go to 
sea, and live in an atmosphere of thrashing. ur 
son shall be a cabin-boy.” It was all one to Pou- 
lailler Junior—he knew as well as his father who 
had adopted him—he cared for no earthly disci- 
pline—and a cabin-boy he became at ten years old. 

After two years of the rope’s-end (applied quite 
ineffectually) the subject of this Memoir robbed his 
captain, and ran away in an English port. Lon- 
don became the next scene of his adventures. At 
twelve years old he persuaded society in the Me- 
tropolis that he was the forsaken natural so. of a 
French duke. British benevolence, after blindly 
providing for him for four years, opened its eyes 
and found him out at the age of sixteen; upon 
which he returned to France, and entered the army 
in the cavacity of drummer. At eighteen he de- 
serted, an.' had a turn with the gipsies. He told 
fortunes, h conjured, he danced on the tight-rope, 
he acted, he sold quack medicines, he altered his 
mind again, and returned to the army. Here he 
fell in love with the vivandiére of his new regi- 
ment. The sergeant-major of the company, touch- 
ed by the same amiable weakness, naturally re- 
sented his attentions to the lady. Poulailler (per- 
haps unjustifiably) asserted himself by boxing his 
officer’s ears. Out flashed the swords on both 
sides, and in went Poulailler’s blade through and 
through the tender heart of the sergeant-major. 
The frontier was close at hand. Poulailler wiped 
his sword, and crossed it. 

Sentence of death was recorded against him in 
his absence. When society has condemned us to 
die, if we are men of any spirit, how are we to re- 
turn the compliment? By condemning society to 
keep us alive—or, in other words, by robbing right 
and left for a living. Poulailler’s destiny was 
now accomplished. He was picked out to be the 
Greatest Thief of his age; and when Fate sum- 
moned him to his place in the world he stepped 
forward and took it. 

His first exploits were performed in Germany. 
They showed such novelty of combination, such 
caries such dexterity, and, even in his most hom- 

idal moments, such irresistible and good- 
humor, that a band of =u al 
about him in no time. 

On a Monday in the week he had stopped on 
the highway, and robbed of all his valuables and 
all his papers, an Italian nobleman—the Marquis 
Petrucci, of Sienna. On Tuesday, he was ready 
for another stroke of business. Posted on the top 
of a steep hill, he watched the road which wound 
up to the summit on one side, whiz his followers 
were ensconced on the road which led down from 
it on the other. The prize expected, in this case, 
was the traveling carriage (with a large sum of 
money inside) of the Baron de Kirbergen. 

Before long Poulailler discerned the carriage afar 
off, at the bottom of the hill, and in advance of it, 
ascending the eminence, two Jadies on foot. 
were the Baron’s daughters—Wilhelmina, a fair 
beauty ; Frederica, a brunette—both lovely, both 
accomplished, both susceptible, both young. Pou- 
lailler sauntered down the hill to meet the fascinat- 
ing travelers. He looked, bowed, introduced him- 
self, and fell in love with Wilhelmina on the spot. 
Both the charming girls acknowledged, in the most 


artless manner, that confinement to the carriage had | 





given them the fidgets, and that they were walking 
up the hill to try the remedy of gentle exercise. 
Poulailler’s heart was touched, and Poulailler’s gen- 
erosity to the sex was roused in the nick of time. 
With a polite apology to the young ladies, he ran 
back by a short cut to the ambush on the other 
side of the hill in which his men were posted. 
“Gentlemen !” cried the generous Thief, ‘‘in the 
charming name of Wilhelmina de Kirbergen, I 
charge you all, let the Baron’s carriage pass free.” 
The band was not susceptille—the band demurred. 
Poulailler knew them. He had appealed to their 
hearts in vain—he now appealed to their pockets. 
‘Gentlemen !” he resumed, ‘‘ excuse my moment- 
ary misconception of your sentiments. Here is 
my one half share of the Marquis Petrucei’s prop- 
erty. If I divide it among you will you let the 
carriage pass free? The band kaew the value of, 
money, and accepted the terms. Poulailler rushed 
back up the hill, and arrived at the top just in 
time to hand the young ladies into the carriage. 
‘* Charming man!” said the white Wilhelmina to 
the brown Frederica, as they drove off. Innocent 
soul! what would she have said if she had known 
that her personal attracticns had saved her father’s 
property? Was she ever to see the charming man 
again? Yes: she was to see him the next day— 
aad, more than that, Fate was hereafter to link her 
fast to the robber’s life and the robber’s doom. 

Confiding the direction of the band to his first 
lieutenant, Poulailler followed the carriage on 
horseback, and ascertained the place of the Bar- 
on’s residence that night. 

The next morning a superbly-dressed stranger 
knocked at the door. ‘“ What name, Sir?” said 
the servant. “‘The Marquis Petrucci, of Sienna,” 
replied Poulailler. ‘“ How are the young ladies 
after their journey?” The Marquis was shown 
in, and introduced to the Baron. The Baron was 
naturally delighted to receive a brother nobleman 
—Miss Wilhelmina was modestly happy to see the 
charming man again—Miss Frederica was affec- 
tionately pleased on her sister’s account. Not be- 
ing of a disposition to lose time where his affec- 
tions were concerned, Poulailler expressed his sen- 
timents to the beloved object that evening. The 
next morning he had an interview with the Baron, 
at which he produced the papers which proved him 
to be the Marquis. Nothing could be more satis- 
factory to the mind of the most anxious parent— 
the two noblemen embraced. They were still in 
each other’s arms when a second stranger knocked 
at the door. ‘What name, Sir?” said the serv- 
ant. ‘The Marquis Petrucci, of Sienna,” replied 
the stranger. ‘ Impossible!” said the servant; 
‘“*his lordship is now in the house.” “Show me 
in, scoundrel,” cried the visitor. The servant sub- 
mitted, and the two Marquises stood face to face. 
Poulailler’s composure was not shaken in the least ; 
he had come first to the house, and he had got the 
papers. ‘You are the villain who robbed me!” 
cried the true Petrucci. ‘ You are drunk, mad, 
or an impostor,” retorted the false Petrucci. ‘Send 
to Florence, where I am known,” exclaimed one 
of the Marquises, apostrophizing the Baron. ‘‘ Send 
to Florence by all means,” echoed the other, ad- 
dressing himself tothe Baron also. “Gentlemen,” 
replied the noble Kirbergen, ‘‘I will do myself the 
honor of taking your advice”—and he sent to Flor- 
ence accordingly. 

Before the messenger had advanced ten miles 
on his journey Poulailler had said two words in 
private to the susceptible Wilhelmina, and the 
pair eloped from the baronial residence that night. 
Once more the subject of this Memoir crossed the 
frontier and re-entered France. Indifferent to the 
attractions of rural life, he fofthwith established 
himself with the beloved object in Paris. In that 
superb city he met with his strangest adventures, 
performed his boldest achievements, committed his 
most prodigious robberies, and, in a word, did him- 
self and his infernal patron the fullest justice. 

Once established in the French metropolis, Pou- 
lailler planned and executed that vast system of 
perpetual robbery and occasional homicide which 
made him the terror and astonishment of all Paris. 
In-doors, as well as out, his good fortune befriend- 
ed him. No domestic anxieties harassed his mind 
and diverted him from the pursuit of his distin- 
guished public career. The attachment of the 
charming creature with whom he had eloped from 
Germany survived the discovery that the Marquis 
Petrucci was Poulailler the robber. True to the 
man of her choice, the devoted Wilhelmina shared 
his fortunes and kept his house. And why not, if 
she loved him ?—in che name of Cupid, why not ? 

Joined by picked men from his German follow- 
ers,and by new recruits gathered together in Paris, 
Poulailler now set society and its safeguards at flat 
defiance. Cartouche himself was his inferior in 
audacity and cunning. In course of time the whole 
city was panic-stricken by the new robber and his 
band—the very Boulevards were deserted after 
nightfall. Monsieur Hérault, lieutenant of police 
of the period, in despair of laying hands on Pou- 
lailler by any other means, at last offered a reward 
of a hundred pistoles and a place in his office worth 
two thousand livres a year to any one who would 
apprehend the robber alive. The bills were post- 
ed all over Paris—and, the next morning, 
produced the very last result in the world whi 
the lieutenant of police could have anticipated. 

While Monsieur Hérault was at breakfast in his 
study, the Count de Villeneuve was announced as 
wishing to speak to him. Knowing the Count by 
name only, as belonging to an ancient family in 
Provence, or in Languedoc, Monsieur Hérault or- 
dered him to be shown in. A perfect gentleman 
appeared, dressed with an admirable mixture of 
magnificence and good taste. ‘‘I have something 
for your private ear, Sir,” said the oust “ Will 


you give orders that no one mur’ wed to 
disturb us?” Monsieur Hérault orders. 
“May I inquire, Count, what your »usir oss is?” 
he asked, when the door was clove’ fo earn 
the reward you offered for taking '').!ail/er,” an- 
swered the Count. “I am Pou Before 


Monsieur Hérault could open hi robber 
preduced a pretty little dagger ai cose-col~ 
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ored silk cord. ‘The poiut of this dagger is pois- 
oned,” he observed; ‘‘and one scratch with it, 
my dear Sir, would be the death of you.” With 
these words, Poulailler gagged the lieutenant of 
police, bound him to his chair with the rosz-colored 
cord, and lightened his writing-desk of one thou- 
sand pistoles. *“* I'll take money down, instead of 
taking the place in the office which you kindly 
offer,” said Poulailler. “ Don't trouble yourself 
to see me to the door. Good-morning!” 

A few weeks later, while Monsieur Hérault was 
still the popular subject of ridicule throughout 
Paris, business took Poulailler on the road to Lille 
and Cambrai. The only inside passenger in the 
coach besides himself was the venerable Dean Pot- 
ter, of Brussels. They fell into talk on the one 
interesting subject of the time—not the weather, 
but Poulailler. ‘It’s a disgrace, Sir, to the po- 
lice,” said the Dean, ** that such a miscreant is still 
at large. I shall be returning to Paris, by this 
road, in ten days’ time, and I shall call on Mon- 
sieur Hérault to suggest a plan of my own for 
catching the scoundrel,” ‘‘ May I ask what it is?” 
said l’oulailler. ‘* Excuse me,” replied the Dean ; 
‘vou are a stranger, Sir—and, moreover, I wish 
to keep the merit of suggestipg the plan to myself.” 
‘Do you think the lieutenant of police will see 
you?” asked Poulailler; ‘‘he is not accessible to 
strangers since the miscreant you speak of played 
him that trick at his own breakfast-table.” “He 
will see Dean Potter, of Brussels,” was the reply, 
delivered with the slightest possible tinge of of- 
fended dignity. “ Oh, unquestionably!” said Pou- 
lailler—** pray pardon me.” ‘‘ Willingly, Sir,” 
said the Dean—and the conversation flowed into 
other channels. 

Nine days later the wounded pride of Monsieur 
Hérault was soothed by a very remarkable letter. 
It was signed by one of Poulailler’s band, who of- 
fered himself as King’s evidence, in the hope of ob- 
taining a pardon, The letter stated that the ven- 
erable Dean Potter had been waylaid and murder- 
ed by Poulailler, and that the robber, with his cus- 
tomary audacity, was about to re-enter Paris by 
the Lisle coach, the next day, disguised in the 
Dean's own clothes, and furnished with the Dean’s 
own papers. Monsieur Hérault took his precau- 
tions without losing a moment. Picked men were 
stationed, with their orders, at the barrier through 
which the coach must pass to enter Paris; while 
the lieutenant of police waited at his office, in the 
company of two French gentlemen who could speak 
to the Dean's identity, in the event of Poulailler’s 
impudently persisting in the assumption of his vic- 
tim'’s name. At the appointed hour the coach ap- 
peared, and out of it got a man in the Dean's cos- 
tume. He was arrested in spite of his protesta- 
tions; the papers of the murdered Potter were 
found on him, and he was dragged off to the police- 
office intriumph. The door opened, and the posse 
comitatus entered with the prisoner. Instantly the 
two witnesses burst out with a cry of recognition, 
and turned indignantly on the lieutenant of police. 
“Gracious Heaven, Sir, what have vou done!” 
they exclaimed in horror; “ this is not Poulailler 
—here is our venerable friend; here is the Dean 
himself!” At the same moment a servant entered 
with a letter. “Dean Potter. To the care of 
Monsieur Hérault, Licutenant of Police.” The let- 
ter was expressed in these words: “ Venerable 
Sir,—Protit by the lesson I have given you. Bea 
Christian for the future, and never aga’. cry to in- 
jure a man unless he tries to injure you. Entire- 
ly yours, Poulailler.” 

These feats of cool audacity were matched by 
others, in which his generosity to the sex asserted 
itself as magnanimously as ever. 

Hearing, one day, that large sums of money 
were kept in the house of a great lady, one Ma- 
dame de Brienne, whose door was guarded, in an- 
ticipation of a visit from the famous thief, by a por- 
ter of approved trust-worthiness and courage, Pou- 
lailler undertook to rob her in spite of her precau- 
tions, and succeeded. With a stout pair of leather 
straps and buckles in his pocket, and with two of 
his band, disguised as a coachman and footman, he 
followed Madame de Brienne one night to the thea- 
tre. Just before the close of the performance the 
lady’s coachman and footman were tempted away 
for five minutes by Povlailler’s disguised subordin- 
ates to have a glass of wine. No attempt was 
made to detain them, or to drug their liquor. But, 
in their absence, Poulailler had slipped under the 
carriage, had hung his leather straps round the 
pole—one to bold by, and one to support his feet— 
and, with these simple preparations, was now ready 
to await for events. Madame de Brienne entered 
the carriage—the footman got up behind—Poulail- 
ler hung himself horizontally under the pole, and 
was driven home with them, under those singular 
circumstances, He was strong enough to keep his 
position, after the carriage had been taken into the 
coach-house ; and he only left it when the doors 
were locked for the night. Provided with food be- 
forehand, he waited patiently, hidden in the coach- 
house, for two days and nights, watching his op- 
portunity of getting into Madame de Brienne’s 
boudoir. 

On the third night the lady went to a grand ball 
—the servants relaxed in their vigilance while her 
back was turned—and Poulailler slipped into the 
room. He found two thousand louis d’ors, which 
was nothing like the sum he expected ; and a pock- 
et-book, which he took away with him to open at 
home. It contained some stock-warrants for a com- 
paratively trifling amount. Poulailler was far too 
well off to care about taking them, and far too po- 
lite, where a lady was concerned, not to send them 
back again, under those circumstances. According- 
ly, Madame de Brienue received her warrants with 
a note of apology from the polite thief. “ Pray ex- 
cuse my visit to your charming boudoir,” wrote 
Poulailler, “in consideration of the false reports 
of your wealth, which alone induced me to enter 
it. If I had known what your pecuniary circum- 
stances really were, on the honor of a genileman, 
Madame, I should have been incapable of robbing 
you. I can not return your two thousand louis 
d’ors by post, as I return your warrants. But if 








you are at all pressed for money in future, I shall 
be proud to assist so distinguished a lady by lend- 
ing her, from my own ample resources, double the 
sum of which I regret to have deprived her on the 
present occasion.” 

On another occasion Poulailler was out one 
night taking the air and watching his opportuni- 
ties on the roofs of the houses, a member of the 
band being posted in the street below to assist him 
in case of necessity. While in this position, sobs 
and groans proceeding from an open back-garret 
vindow caught hisear. A parapet rose before the 
\ ‘ndow, which enabled him to climb down and look 
in. Starving children surrounding a helpless mo- 
the and clamoring for food, was the picture that 
met ‘is eve. The mother was voung and beauti- 
ful; «ud Poulailler’s hand impulsively clutched his 
purse, as a necessary Consequence. Before the 
charita\le thief could enter by the wiadow a man 
rushed in lv the door, with a face of horror, and 
cast a handful of gold into the lovely mother’s lap. 
“My honor is gone,” he cried, ** but our children 
are saved! Listen to the circumstances. I met 
a man in the street below; he was tall and 
thin; he had a green patch over one eye; he was 
looking up suspiciously at this house, apparently 
waiting for somebody. I thought of you—I 
thought of the children—I seized the suspicious 
stranger by the collar. Terror overwhelmed him 
on the spot. ‘ Take my watch, my money, and my 
two valuable gold snuff-boxes,’ he said, * but spare 
my life.’ [took them.” ‘ Noble-hearted man !” 
cried Poulailler, appearing at the window. The 
husband started; the wife screamed; the children 
hid themselves. “‘ Let me entreat you to be com- 
posed,” continued Poulailler. ‘Sir, lenter on the 
scene for the purpose of soothing your uneasy con- 
science. From your vivid description I recognize 
the man whose property is now in your wife's 
lap. Resume your mental tranquillity. You have 
robbed a robber—in other word’, you have vindica- 
ted society. Accept my congratulations on your 
restored innocence. The miserable coward whose 
collar you seized is one of Poulailler’s band. He 
has lost his stolen property as the fit punishment for 
his disgraceful want of spirit.” ‘* Who are you ?” 
exclaimed the husband. “I am Poulailler,” re- 
plied the illustrious man, with the simplicity of an 
ancient hero. “Take this purse, and set up in 
business with the contents. 

Sir, it favor of honesty. Give that prejudice a 
chance. There was a time when I felt it myself; 
I regret to feel it no longer. Under all varieties 
of misfortune an honest man has his consolation 
still left. Where is it left? Here!” He struck 
his heart—and the family fell on their knees before 
him. “ Benefactor of your species! 


There is a prejudice, 


” cried the hus- 
band, “how can I show my gratitude?” “ You 
can permit me to kiss the hand of Madame,” an- 
swered Poulailler. Madame started to her feet 
and embraced the generous stranger. “ What else 
can I do?” exclaimed this lovely woman, eagerly 
—oh, Heavens! what else?” ‘* You can beg your 
husband to light me down stairs,” replied Poulail- 
ler. He spoke, pressed their hands, dropped a 
generous tear, and departed. 

This last anecdote closes the record of Poulail- 
ler’s career in Paris. The lighter and more agree- 
alle aspects of that career have hitherto been de- 
signedly presented, in discreet remembrance of the 
contrast which the tragic side of the picture must 
now present. Comedy and Sentiment, twin sisters 
of French extraction, farewell! Horror enters 
next on the stage, and enters welcome. 

The nature of Poulailler’s more serious achieve- 
ments in the art of robbery may be realized by 
reference to one terrible fact. In the police rec- 
ords of the period more than one hundred and fifty 
men and women are reckoned up as having met 
their deaths at the hands of Poulailler and his 
band. It was not the practice of this formidable 
robber to take life as well as property, unless life 
happened to stand directly in his way; in which 
case he immediately swept off the obstacle without 
hesitation and without remorse. His deadly de- 
termination to rob, which was thus felt by the 
population in general, was matched by his deadly 
determination to be obeyed, which was felt by his 
followers in particular. One of their number, for 
example, having withdrawn from his allegiance, 
and having afterward attempted to betray his 
leader, was tracked to his hiding-place in a cel- 
lar, and was there walled-up alive. 

To attempt the arrest of such a man as this by 
tampering with his followers was impossible. If 
he had not unconsciously paved the way to his own 
capture, first by eloping with Mademoiselle Wil- 
helmina de Kirbergen, and secondly by maltreat- 
ing her, it is more than doubtful whether the long 
arm of the law would ever have reached far enough 
to fasten its grasp on him. As it was, the ex- 
tremes of love and hatred met at last in the bosom 
of the devoted Wilhelmina ; and the vengeance of 
a neglected woman accomplished what the whole 
police force of Paris had been powerless to achieve. 

Poulailler, never famous for the constancy of his 
attachments, had wearied at an early period of the 
companion of his flight from Germany—but Wil- 
helmina was one of those women whose affections, 
once aroused, will not take No for an answer. She 
persisted in attaching herself to a man who had 
ceased to love her. Poulailler’s patience became 
exhausted; he tried twice to rid himself of his un- 
happy mistress—once by the knife and once by 
poison—and failed on both occasions. For the 
third and last time, by way of attempting an ex- 
periment of another kind, he established a rival to 
drive the German woman out of the house. From 
that moment his fate was sealed. Maddened by 
jealous rage, Wilhelmina cast the last fragments 
of her fondness to the winds. She secretly com- 
municated with the police—and Poulailler met his 
doom. 

A night was appointed with the authorities, and 
the robber was invited by his discarded mistress 
to a farewell interview. His contemptuous confi- 
dence in her fidelity rendered him careless of his 
customary precautions. He accepted the appoint- 
ment; and the two supped together, on the un- 
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derstanding that they were henceforth to be friends, 
and nothing more. Toward the close of the meal 
Poulailler was startled by a ghastly change in the 
face of his companion. 

“ What is wrong with you ?” he asked. 

“A mere trifle,” she answered, looking at her 
glass of wine. ‘I can't help loving you still, bad- 
ly as you have treated me. You are a dead man, 
Poulailler—and I shall not survive you.” 

The robber started to his feet, and seized a knife 
on the table. 

“You have poisoned me!” he exclaimed. 

“No,” she replied. ‘‘ Poison is my vengeance 
on myself—not my vengeance on you. You will 
rise from this table as you sat down to it. Dut 
your evening will be finished in prison; and your 
life will be ended on the Wheel.” 

As she spoke the words the door was burst open 
by the police, and Poulailler was secured. The 
same night the poison did its fatal work; and his 
mistress made atonement with her life for the first 
last act of treachery which had revenged her on 
the man she loved. 

Once safely lodged in the hands of justice, the 
robber tried to gain time to escape in by promis- 
ing to make important disclosures. The mancuvre 
availed him nothing. In those days the Laws of 
the Land had not yet made acquaintance with the 
Laws of Humanity. Poulailler was put to the 
torture—was suffered to recover—was publicly 
broken on the Wheel—and was taken off it alive 
to be cast into a blazing fire. By those murder- 
ous means Society rid itself of a murderous man, 
and the idlers on the Boulevards took their even- 
ing stroll again in recovered vecurity. 


LILY. 


Ix that part of Virginia where the scenery is 
wild and grand, and the districts thinly settled, in 
an old and lonely house, lived a widow lady by 
the name of Fairfax. An only son and herself 


composed the whole household, with the usual ret- 
inue of house-servants and field-hands, for Mr 
Fairfax died soon after the family returned to the 


old homestead 

Randolph Fairfax was a bright lad of fourteen 
when his father died—a bright, handsome lad, but 
wild, and full of bovish pranks There was some- 
thing very winning in his high spirit and jovous 
face: but it used to trouble those who were inter- 
ested in him to see how completely his mother was 
under his thum led around hither and yon, yield- 
ing to Randolph's every caprice, smiling at bis 
nonsense and mischief, no matter what were the 
results, as if it were something to admire rather 
than to check; but she was very loving, and los- 


ing her husband made her tender and easy with 
her boy. It was a creat mistake that such a fine 
lad as he should have been allowed his own way 
in everv thing—never made to study—never trai 

ed to an active, industrious pursuit, but permitted 
to grow as vines do in the woods, twining them- 


selves where they please. Was it uny wonder that 
Randolph became dictatorial, and the servants serv 
ile ? They winked at his misdemeanors, and he, 
in return, 1 yaded them with gifts; yet they loved 
him too, for he had a frank, merry way with him, 
for all his high-handed and commanding manner, 
amounting to imperiousness 

In this desultory way he grew to be a man of 
twenty — boyish enough though, still. At that 
time a cousin of Mrs. Fairfax from New Orleans 
came to visit them, bringing two or three servants 
with her—one, a beautiful quadroon, so white that 
she was called Lily. This girl pleased the fancy 
of Mrs. Fairfax, and when the cousin went away 
she begged Mrs. Fairfax to keep Lily as a souvenir 
of her visit. 

Of course Mrs. Fairfax was delighted ; and Lily, 
too, was much pleased, as she was an orphan, and 
had no ties in New Orleans. She was the nicest 
and tidiest servant imaginable, and although os- 
tensibly maid to Mrs. Fairfax, she soon proved her- 
self so capable that there was hardly any thing she 
did not turn ber hand to, Never had the paint 
looked so clean, the windows so bright, the cur- 
tains so spotless, nor the whole air of the house so 
comfortable till Lily held sway. She made the 
negroes work, and she worked just as hard herself, 
always dressed jauntily and neatly, and always 
singing as she moved abcut like an industrious 
bee. 

Randolph was getting wilder than ever, and 
Lily seemed to be the only one who could influence 
him. He thought the world of her, and it was no 
wonder the poor girl’s heart was in danger. She 
always shielded him in his scrapes—for he tried to 
have some consideration for his mother—so Lily 
was generally the pacificator. 

Randolph taught Lily to read, and often when 
she was at work in his mother’s room he would 
bring in the papers and books to read aloud, en- 
tirely for Lily's benefit, as Mrs. Fairfax was get- 
ting very deaf, though she did dislike to acknowl- 
edge it, and listened as if she heard every word, 

Randolph used to meet Lily in the woods, and 
take long walks with her, and, indeed, acted as if 
he had quite forgotten that her position was the 
humblest one on earth—that of a slave. It was 
wrong, very wrong; but Mrs. Fairfax was so easy 
and indolent, never daring to interfere with her 
son's pleasure, or not liking the exertion of com- 
bating his tastes. 

About a year or so passed away. Lily had been 
absent on a visit, so it was said, of several weeks. 
One morning there was rather a stormy scene be- 
tween Mrs. Fairfax and her son in her room. It 
was very unusual: she was seldom roused to re- 
monstrance, and even then she seemed to be beg- 
ging a simple request as if it were a great favor. 

“Oh, do go, Randolph! will you not?” she im- 
plored. 

“ Well,” said he, “if you promise to treat her 
the same as ever—show no difference in your man- 
ner—I will go.” 

“Yes, Randolph, I am willing; but it is a terri- 
ble disgrace.” 
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A mocking laugh answered her 

** Randolph, my son, do you wish to kill me with 
unkindness ?” 

“Oh no, mother; but you look upon an every- 
day affair too solemnly 

“Dear, dear! Well, 1 do not mean to be harsh, 
tandolph.” 
weakest suggestion of rey 


That was the « ustomary finale to her 
ot 
“So Lam to go to Philacelphia next month and 


begin my studies ? 







“Yes; and who knows but what you may be 
the physician of our State ?” 

Again Randolph laughed his derisive laugh. It 
was not to be wondered at 
to the man, he would never deny himself pleasure 


If the boy were father 


long enough to win fame. 

Lily came home, pale and weak, with a little 
child in her arms. 

No one would have believed she had ever been 
a gay, light-hearted girl, she was so sad and wo- 
begone, so dull and spiritless; her large, lustrous 
eyes were dim with tears, and she went round the 
house in a listless, indifferent way. 

The other servants did not dare to say any thing, 
but their looks were disagreeable enough. There 
was one man, the coachman, black as the ace of 
spades, who had tried te be very gallant to Lily, 
but whom she had always disdained to notice; he 
scowled worse than any of them 

Ah! it was pitiable to see poor Lily, so dejected 
and forlorn, working as busily as ever, but never 


singing any more, and rarely smiling. 


Her little 
child grew prettier every day, and its mother seem- 
ed to care for nothing else, She avoided Randolph 
as if he had been a rattlesnake, never even speak- 
ing to him if she could help it. He went to Phila- 
delphia, but in a few months came home again, 
tired of the medical school, as might easily have 
been predicted, ; 


One windy night, when the forest trees were 


bending and sw aying about, the old house creak- 
ing and groaning, the shutters torn loose from their 
fastenings, and the wind reaming through the 
kevholes, Lily, lying wide awake in her little 
room near her mistress’s apartment, thought she 


heard a tapping on her window-pam 
lay awake all night, and had be 


gular sounds; so sl 


She often 


me used to sin- 


e was not frightened, but rose 
with ber child in her arms, a looked out. It was 
nearly morning, and in the grayish light stood 
Randolph with hat and cloak on. 

** Lily,” said he, “ I am going away in the early 
stage, and [ thought I'd bid you good-by,” 

* Well ?” said she, in the coldest tone, but with 
a hidden grief and pain under that calm exterior. 

‘Is that all you care? Then | need not have 


come, it seems. You seem to think I am an ogre,” 
he continued, 

“ Oh, Randolph, don't talk soto me. I am some- 
times tempted to putanet 1 te my existence, Don't 
taunt me,” 

“T am not taunting you, Lily; 


but you are 
unkind, you never even s 


peak to me.” 
Again she repressed her feelings, and he said 
some kind, tender things to her: but she clasped 
her fretting child closer , an | shook her head sadly . 
At last he said: 

“ Well, Lily, as you may hear it rather roughly, 
I may as well tell you 

She looked up in alarm 

* Don't be frightened ; I will always see that you 
are kindly treated.” 

“My child! my child!” she almost screamed. 

“ Hush, hush, little simpleton, no one wants your 
child. I only came to tell you that I am going 
away to be married. Good-by!"” And he bounded 
over the fence and was gone. 

Lily sank down on her bed with her crying 
child, clasping it even tighter though that fear was 
past. Tears slowly rolled down ber face; but as 
she had been heart-broken before, the weight of her 
unhappiness could not well be heavier. No one 
saw that she was any different after that; but what 
a poor, crushed life was hers! 

It was true—Ranadolph had gone to be married 
to a lovely Philadelphian; so said Mrs. Fairfs x, 
and in a few weeks would bring his bride home. 

What a time there was preparing for the young 
married people; such sweeping, and dusting, and 
rubbing, and cooking ! 

The day came when Mr. Fairfax was expected ; 
game and jellies, creams and cakes, filled all the 
tables. The old willow-pattern punch-bowl smiled 
to find itself so full, and looked condescendingly 
down at the egg-nog, frothy and delicious, beside it. 

The best foot of every thing was put foremost, 
and visitors were arriving tantly. 

The old lady had told Lily to arrange flowers in 
the bride’s dressing-room, and she was standing at 
the mirror wreathing the candle-brackets, ber apron 
looped up and full of flowers, when a lovely girl 
came in laughing; her eves were blue, her hair a 
soft brown, and she looked so happy and beautiful 
that Lily paused to admire her—just asan unhappy 
person will be fascinated by one who seems sorrow 
free. 

“Is this Mrs. Fairfax ?” asked Lily. 

The sweet young thing laughed, and answered : 
“Yes, though I hardly know myself yet by that 
name. Oh, what lovely flowers! 
some in my hair.” 

Lily assisted her off with her bonnet and travel- 
ing dress, and attired her in an exquisite, pearly 
silk ; her curls just touched her snowy shoulders, 
while around the coil of braids Lily wove a wreath 
of white an’ faint!y pink rose 

the servant stood. of course, vehind her young 
mistfess, who handed tue roses, one by one, 
The last one pricked ber finger. 

“ Ah, lady, ell roses have thorns,” said Lily, 
sadly. 

“ And all pleasures their alloy, of course,” said 
Mrs. Fairfax, wiping ber pretty finger. 
Randolph appeared at the door. 

‘* Ah, what a lovely picture !" he said, casually, 

“Only needing you, to perfect it,” said bis 
wife, putting her round, white arm in his and Jead- 
ing him away. 

Lily was very pale, and a fearful light flashed 


Do arrange 


to her, 


Just then 


_ 


a 


te RA CPE 
—— 


| 





yY 





‘ 
f 
HH 
at ag 
f 
4 
” 
' 
: 
: 
: 


WINTER-QUARIERS 


in hereye. Wh ld tell what dreadful thoughts 
’ were lurkin I 1? 
| 
‘ Randolph’ ild emed to have rendered 
the s f his heart too unfruitful to bear even the 
ommonest virtue fie was no longer the joyous, 
bright-faced bov of former years. He even tired of 


K his young and iovel if Long days she sat 
alone, v Lily and old Mrs. Fairfax; for Lily was 
: s useful as evet She seemed to have conquered 
the demon of jealousy, which had prompted revenge- 
4 ful feelings, and under the religious teaching of her 
mistress she was 1 1ing patient and resigned. 
I have mentioned that there was an ugly fellow, 
chman, who had been gallant, or tried to 
be, to poor Lily. Just as she was regaining peace 
f mind he made new rtures, which she indig- 
I ly ted I veer spite and malicious 
“ ine } ma a onvey to you Mr 
Fairf aur re vi mus to her 
comi hef Virginia hor it nearly killed 
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her; she became very ill. Randolph sold the 
man; but now that his secret was out he became 
more and more reckless, riding fast and drinking 
hard--what a changed man he was! 

All during young Mrs. Fairfax’s illness Lily had 
been kept out of the room; indeed, she knew 
enough te stay out, much as she loved the gentle 
girl who had been so kind to her. She had been 
sitting on a fallen tree, just beyond the garden- 
gate, one day, her child playing with grass and 
pebbles, when she saw a horse come dashing up the 
road. She seized the child just in time to save 
him; but a glance at the empty saddle was suffi- 
cient to confirm her worst fears. Hastily running 
in the house she told the news; the servants start- 
ed out, but soon returned, bringing the lifeless body 
of Randolph Fairfax. He had been thrown, prob- 
ablv while intoxicated, and instant death must 
have ensued the blow which his head had received. 

Ah, what a scene of misery was there in that 
lonely old house in the Virginian forest! The 
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fooms were resonant of sobs; the servants wet 
like children in their unrestrained grief. Old Mrs. 
Fairfax was frantic; and Lily, almost beside her- 
self, was the only one fit to attend to her young 
mistress, who had heard the terrible sounds, and 
insisted upon knowing the truth. Lily had to 
break the news, but the shock was too great ; swoon 
succeeded swoon in fearful rapidity. Toward mid- 
night she became conscious, but it was evident she 
Calling Lily to her, the sweet young 
out her hand to her. 
“Come here, Lily, come here ! 
wrongly toward you.” 
Lily made no answer; but on her knees by the 
bedside buried her face in the clothes, weeping 
bitterly, 
**We must both forgive him, Lily.” 
Only a low groan and a quivering sig! 
** Lily, look up in my face. I can not die tran- 
quilly until I know that you will try to feel no 
| bitterness in your heart, and that you will forgive 


was dying 
creature put 


I have felt verv 


CAVALRY CHARGE IN VIRGINIA, 


ENTH MASSACHUSETTS VOLUNTEERS—GAL.L.! ‘ biciki} ALBA? 
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my want of charity—for I felt very wrongly toward 
you 

Lily looked up in the sweet face, growing paler, 
the soft blue eyes, drooping with the sleep which 
would cease her sorrow; eagerly she grasped that 
outstretched, soft, white hand, and bathed it with 
her tears and kisses. The blue eyes closed; the 
faint breath faltered and ceased ; the glowing hopes 
of life had taken wing before—with one slight hand, 
even heavy with its wedding-ring, lying on her 
motionless breast, the other in poor Lily's, that 
life had ended. 

In the room beneath, alone and stiffened in the 
rigidity of death, with all his sins upon him, the 
sins fostered by indulgence, lay Randolph Fairfax. 

I have little more to add; for Lily and the old 
lady lived on in that lonely house quietly enough 


| after all that misery. When old Mrs. Fairfax died 





she gave Lily free papers for herself and her son, 
which, with a small sum of money, enabled them 
to go to Canada 
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A STRANGE STORY. 


By Sa E. BULWER LYTTON. 





~~ — 
t®™ Printed from the Manuscript and 
‘ ly root -« t* pure hased by the 
Proprietors of ‘Harper s Weekly.” 
an 
CHAPTER LXXIV. 

My Work, my Philosophical Work—the am- 
bit hope of mv intellectual life—how eager- 
ly I returned to it again! Far away from my 
J i grief, far away from my haggara per- 
plexities. Neither a Lilian nor 8 Margrave 


As I went over what I had before written, 











tink in its chain of reasoning seemed so 
. 1 that to alter one were to derange all: 
1 the wl reasoning was so opposed to the 
poss t ‘ lers I mvself had exper 
er sO st to the subtle hypotheses of a 
Faber, or th ke belief of an Amy, that I 
must have destroved the entire work if I had ad- 
I ch « rad ns to its design! 
But the wk was I mvself I, in my solid 
heaitht mind, before the brain had been 
lbya ntom. Were phantoms to be 
{ tes s against science? No; in 
r g to my Book I returned to my former 
M 
How stran ntradiction between our 
I us ma our being as au ! Take 
writer enamored of a system—a thousand 
t rs may happen to him every day which might 
e his faith is wt system; and while h 
I 1 as . ! st as 5 ike! 
B en s nself back into his old 
i less I of aut! the mere a of taking 
] i thing the pa er bel m 
5 hws s ir an nt mec 
| em, the be d systen 
its sv nd he « r ignores 
i 1 rf s s of his Di is 1 
i Ll) Whe } r betor ha g£ I 5 
t li ng perce} $s as mat 
] ered 8 n: I continued my work 
H i the bar s desert, was a link |! i 
! 1 the Cities ef Europe. All else migl 
I k down under m The love I had dreamed 
of was blotted out from the rid and might 
never be restored; my hearth might be lonely, 
T j be an exile s "My reason stew at last 
give way before the spectres which awed my 
s. or the sorrows which stormed my heart. 
Rut here, at least, was a monument of my ra- 
tional, thoughtful Me ne ging poem ro 
tity in muitiform creation. And my mind, in 
the n » of ts force, would ched its Maht on the 
P h when mv form was resolved to its elements. 


Alas! in this very yearning for the Hereafter, 
though but the Hereafter of a Name, could I see 
only the craving of Mind 
per of Sonu! ? 


and hear not the whis- 


The avocations of a colonist, usually so active, 
had little interest for me. This vast territorial 
rdship, in which, could I have endeared its 
possession by the hopes that animate 4 Founder, 
I should have felt all the zest and the pride of 
ownership, was but the run of a common to the 
using emigrant, who would leave no sons to in- 
rit the tardy products of his labor. I was not 
goaded to industry by the stimulus of need. I 
ld only be ruined if I risked all my capital 
in the attempt to improve. I lived, therefore, 
among my fe aged. astures, as careless of culture 
as the E ng glish occupant of the Highland moor, 
which he rents for the range of its solitudes. 
I knew, indeed, that if ever I became avari- 
cious, I might swell my modest affluence into ab- 
jute wealth, I had revisited the spot in which 
I had discovered the nugget of gold, and had 
found the precious metal in rich abundance just 
under the first coverings of the alluvial soil. I 
aled my discovery from all. I knew that 
did I proclaim it, the charm of my Bush-life 
would be gone My fields would be infested by 
all the wild adventurers who gather to gold as 
t vultures of prey round a carcass; my serv- 
ents would desert me, m? very flocks would be 














shepherdless ! 

Months again rolled on months. I had just 
approached the close of my beloved Work when 
it was again suspended, and by an anguish keener 
than ail which I had previously known. 

Lilian became a ge ygly ill. Her state of 
} 1, long gradually declining, had hitherto 

ted checkered intervals of improvement, 
| exhibited no symptoms of actual danger. 
But now she was seized with a kind of chronic 


fever, attended with absolate privation of sleep, 
an aversion to even the lightest nourishment, 


i r acute nervous susceptibility to all the out- 

ressions, of which she had long seemed 
so unconscious; morbidly alive to the faintest 
sound, shrinking from the light as from a tor- 
ture Her previous impatience at my entrance 


into her room became aggravated into vehement 
emotions, convulsive paroxysms of distress. So 


that Faber banished me from her chamber, and, 
W art bleeding at every fibre, 1 submitted 
tk cruel fence 





iad taken up his abode in my house 
ht Amy with 1 im; one or the other 
never left Lilian, night or « 








The great phy- 
in spoke doubtfully of the case, but not de- 


ringiy 

Remember,” he said, “that, in spite of the 
of sleep, the abstinence from food, the 

» has not wasted it Ww ild do were this 





. taken in the opinion I hazarded from the 





We are now in the midst of the criti al 
between life and reason; if she preserve 
my conviction is that she will regain 

| . in 1y to yourself 
} inmscpat ly ASsOc t¢ d 
| lectual world; in proportion as she 
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revives to it, must become vivid and powerful | 
the reminiscences of the shock that annulled for | 


So I welcome rather 
then fear the over-acuteness of the awakening 
senses to external sights and sounds. A few 
days will decide if [am right. In this climate 
the progress of acute mals sdies is swift, but the 
recovery from them is yet more startlingly rapid 
and complete. lure—be prepared to 
submit to the will of Heaven; but do not de- 
spond of its mercy.” 

I rushed away from the consoler—away into 
the thick of the forests, the heart of the solitude. 
All around me there was joyous with life; the 
locusts sagg amidst the herbage; the cranes 
gamboled%n the banks of the creek; the squir- 
rel- like opossums frolicked on the feathery 
boughs. ‘* And what,” said I to myself—** what 
if that which seems so fabulous in the distant 
being, whose existence has bewitched my own, 
be substantially true? What if to some potent 
medicament Margrave owes his glorious vital- 
ity, his radiant youth? Oh! that I had not so 
disdainfully turned away from his hinted solici- 
tations—to what ?—to nothing guiltier than law- 
ful experiment. Had I been less devoted 
bigot to this vain schoolcraft, which we call the 
Medical Art, and which, alone in this age of 
science, has made no perceptible progress since 
the days of its earliest teachers—had I said in 
the true humility of genuine knowledge, ‘ these 
alchemists were men of genius and thought; 
we owe to them nearly all the grand hints of our 
chemical science—is it likely that they would 
have been wholly drivelers and idiots in the one 
faith they clung to the most ?’—had I said that, 
{ might now have no fear of losing my Lilian. 
Why, after all, should there not be in’ Nature 
one pi mary essence, one master substance, In 
nutriment of life 7” 

rhus incoherently muttering to the woods 
what my pride of reason would not have suffered 


1 time that world to her. 








which tored the specific 


me gravely to say to my fellow-men, I fatigued 
my tormented spirits into a gloomy calm, and 
mecha ally retraced my steps at the decline of 
day. I seated myself at the door of my solitary 


log-hut, leaning my cheek upon my hand and 
musing. Wearily I looked up. roused by a dis- 
cord of clattering hoofs and lumbering wheels 
on the hollow-sounding grass track. A crazy, 
yroaning vehicle, drawn by four horses, emerged 


from the copse of gum-trees—fas’, fast along the 
road, which no such pompous vehicle had trav- 
ersed since that which had borne me—luxurious 
satrap for an early colonist—to my lodge in the 
wilderness. What emigrant rich enough to 


squander, in the hire of such an equipage, more 
than its cost in England, could thus be entering 
on my waste domain? An ominous thrill shot 
through me. 

The driver—perhaps some broken-down son 
of luxury in the Old World, fit for nothing in 
the New World but to ply for hire the task that 
might have led to his ruin when plied in sport 
—stopped at the door of my hut, and called out 
** Friend, is not this the great Fenwick Section ? 
and is not yonder long pile of building the Mas- 
ter’s house ?” 

Before I could answer I heard a faint voice 
within the vehicle speaking to the driver; the 
last nodded, descended from his seat, opened 
the carriage-door, and offered his arm to a man, 
who, waving aside the proffered aid, descended 
slowly and feebly ; paused a moment as if for 
breath, and then, leaning on his staff, walked 
from the road, across the sward rank with lax- 
uriant herbage, through the little gate in the 
new-set fragrant we*tle-fence, wearily, languid- 
ly, halting often, till he stood facing me, lean- 
ing both wan, emaciated hands upon his staff, 
and his meagre form shrinking deep within the 
folds of a cloak lined thick with costly sables. 
His face was sharp, his complexion of a livid 
yellow, his eyes shone out from their hollowed 
orbits, unnaturally enlarged and fatally bright. 
Thus, in ghastly contrast to his former splendor 
of youth and opulence of life, Margrave stood 
before me. 

‘*T come to you,” said Margrave, in accents 
hoarse and broken, “‘from the shores of the 
East. Give me shelter and rest. I have that 
to say which will more than repay you.” 

Whatever till that moment my hate and my 
fear of this unexpected visitant, hate would have 
been inhumanity, fear a meanness, conceived for 
a creature so awfully stricken down. 

Silently, involuntarily, I led him into the 
house. ‘There he rested a few minutes with 
closed eyes and painful gasps for breath. Mean- 
while the driver brought from the carriage a 
traveling-bag and a small wooden chest or cof- 
fer, strongly banded with iron clamps. Mar- 
grave, looking up as the man drew near, ex- 
claimed, fiercely, ‘‘ Who told you to touch that 
chest? How dare you? ‘Take it from that man, 
Fenwick! Place it here—here by my side!” 

I took the chest from the driver, whose rising 
anger at being so imperiously rated in the land 
of democratic equality was appeased by the gold 
which Margrave lavishly flung to him. 

“Take care of the poor gentleman, squire,” 
he whispered to me in the spontaneous impulse 
of gratitude; “I fear he will not trouble you 
long. He must be monstrous rich. Arrived in 
a vessel hired all to himself, and a train of out- 
landish attendants, whom he has left behind in 
the town yonder! May I bait my horses in your 





stables? They hav e come a long w ay.” 

I pointed to the neighboring stables, and the 
man nodded his thanks, remounted his box, and 
drove off. 

I returned to Margrave. A faint smile came 
to his lips as I placed the chest beside him. 

“ Ay, ay!” he muttered. “Safe, safe! I 
| shall soon be well again—very soon! And now 
| I can sleep in peace !” 

} I led him into an inner room, in which there 
asabed. He threw himself on it with a loud 
| sigh of relief. Soon, half raising himself on his 
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elbow, he exclaimed, ‘‘The chest—bring it 
hither! I need it always beside me! There, 
there! Now a few hours of sleep; and then, if 
l ean take food, or some such restoring cordial as 
your skill may suggest, I shall be strong enough 
to talk. We will talk !—we will talk!” 

His eyes closed heavily as his voice fell into a 
drowsy ‘mutter. A moment more and he was 
asleep. 

I watched beside him in mingled wonder and 
compassion. Looking into that face so altered, 
yet still so young, I could not sternly question 
what had been the evil of that mystic life, which 
seemed now oozing away through the last sands 
in the hour-glass. I plac ‘ed my hand softly on 
his pulse: it scarcely beat. I put my ear to his 
breast, and involuntarily sighed as I distinguish- 
ed in its fluttering heave that dull, dumb sound 
in which the ihe art seems kne lling itself to the 
greedy grave 

Was this indeed the potent magician whom 
Ihad so feared? This the guide to the Rosicru- 
cian’s secret of life’s renewal, in whom but an 
hour or two ago my fancies gulled my credulous 
trust ? 

But suddenly, even while thus chiding my 
wild superstitions, a fear that to most will seem 
scarcely less superstitious, shot across me. Could 
Lilian be affected by the near neighborhood of 
one to whose magnetic influence she had once 
been so strangely subjected? I left Margrave 
still sleeping, closed and locked the door of the 
hut, went back to my dwelling, and met Amy 
at the threshold. Her smile was so cheering 
that I felt at once relieved. 

‘* Hush !” said the child, putting her finger to 
her lips, ‘“‘she is so quiet! I was coming in 
search of you, with a message from her.” 

*From Lilian to me—what! to me?” 

‘‘Hush! About an hour ago she beckoned 
me to draw near to her, and then said, very soft- 
y, ‘Tell Allen that light is coming back to me, 
and it all settles on him—on him. ‘Tell him that 
I pray to be spared to walk by his side on earth, 
hand-in-hand to that heaven which is no dream, 
Amy. ‘Tell him that—no dream.’” 

While the child spoke my tears gushed, and 
the strong hands in which I veiled my face quiv- 
ered like the leaf of the aspen. And when | 
could command my voice I said, plaintively, 

**May I not, then, see her?—only for a mo- 
ment, and answer her message, though but by a 
look ?” 

**No, no!” 

“No! Where is Faber?” 

«Gone into the forest, in search of some herbs, 
but he gave me this note for you.” 

I wiped the blinding tears from my eyes, and 
read these lines : 

**T have, though with hesitation, permitted 
Amy to tell you the cheering words, by which 
our beloved patient confirms my belief that rea- 
son is coming back to her—slowly, laboringly, 
but, if she survive, for permanent restoration. 
On no account attempt to precipitate or disturb 
the work of Nature. As dangerous as a sudden 
glare of light to eyes long blind and newly re- 
gaining vision, in the friendly and soothing dark, 
would be the agitation that your presence at this 
crisis would cause. Confidge in me.” 

I remained brooding overthese lines and over 
Lilian’s message long and silently, while Amy's 
soothing whispers stole into my ear, soft as the 
murmurs of a rill heard in the gloom of forests. 
Rousing myself at length, my thoughts returned 
to Margrave. Doubtless he would soon awake. 
I bade Amy bring me such slight nutriment as 
I thought best suited to his enfeebled state, te]l- 
ing her it was for a sick traveler resting himself 
in my hut. When Amy returned I took from 
her the little basket with which she was charged, 
and having meanwhile made a careful selection 
from the contents of my medicine-chest, went 
back to the hut. I had not long resumed my 
place beside Margrave’s pillow before he awoke. 

** What o'clock is it?” he asked, with an anx- 
1ous voice, 

* About seven.” 

“Not later? That is well; my time is pre- 
cious. 

‘*Compose yourself and eat.” 

I placed the food before him, and he partook 
of it, though sparingly, and as if with effort. 
He then dozed for a short time, again woke up, 
and impatiently demanded the cordial, which I 
had prepared in the mean while. Its effect was 
greatcr and more immediate than I could have 
anticipated, proving, perhaps, how much of 
youth there was still left in his system, however 
undermined and ravaged by disease. Color came 
back to his cheek, his voice grew perceptibly 
stronger. And as I lighted the lamp on the 
table near us—for it was growing dark—he 
gathered himself up, and spoke thus: 

**You remember that I once pressed on you 
certain experiments. My object then was to 
discover the materials from which is extracted 
the specific that enables the organs of life to 
expel disease and regain vigor. In that hope I 
sought your intimacy. An intimacy you gave, 
but withdrew.” 

**Dare you complain? Who and what was 
the being from whose intimacy I shrunk ap- 
palled ?” 

** Ask what questions you please,” cried Mar- 
grave, impatiently, ‘*later—if I have strength 
left to answer them. But do not interrupt me 
while I husband my force to say what alone is 
important to me and to you. Disappointed in 
the hopes I had placed in you, I resolved to re pair 
to Paris—that great furnace of all bold ideas. 
I questioned learned formalists ; I listened to 
audacious empirics. The first, with all their 
boasted knowledge, were too timid to concede 
my premises; the second, with all their specu- 
lative dar ing, too knavish to let me trust to their 
conclusions. I found but one man, a Sicilian, 
who comprehended the secrets that are called 
occult, and had the courage to meet Nature and 
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all her agencies face to face. He diene. and 
| Sincerely, that he was approaching the grand 
| result, at the very moment when he perished 
from want of the common precaut ions which a 
tyro in chemistry would have taken. At his 
death the gaudy city became hateful; all irs 
pretended pleasures only served to exhaust life 
the faster. ‘The true joys of youth are those 
of the wild bird and wild brute in the health. 
ful enjoyment of Nature. In cities, youth is 
but old age with a varnish. I fled to the East: 
I passed through the tents of the Arabs: | 
was guided—no matter by whom or by whar— 
to the house of a Dervish, who had had for his 
teacher the most erudite master of secrets ov- 
cult, whom I knew years ago at Aleppo— W) 
that exclamation ? 

“Proceed. What I have to say will come— 
later.” 

“From this Dervish I half forced and half 
purchased the secret I sought to obtain. I now 
know from what peculiar substance the so-called 
elixir of life is extracted; I know also the s-ors 
of the process through which that task is o 
complished. You smile incredulously? What 
is your doubt? State it while I rest for a mo- 
ment. My breath labors; give me more of the 
cordial.” 

** Need I tell you my doubt? You have, you 
say, at your command the elixir of life of which 
Cagliostro did not leave his disciples the recipe ; 
and you stretch out your hand for a vulgar cor- 
dial which any village chemist could give you!” 

“T can explain this ap parent contradiction. 
The process by which the elixir is extracted from 
the material which hoards its essence is one that 
requires a hardihc od of courage which few pos- 
sess. This Derviih, who had passed through 
that process once, was deaf to all prayer, and 
unmoved by all bribes, to attempt it again. He 
was poor, for the secret by which metals m may 
be transmuted is not, as the old alchemists see m 
to imply, identicai with that by which the elixir 
of life is extracted. He had only been enabled 
to discover, in the niggard strata of the lands 
within range of his travel, a few scanty morsels 
of the glorious substance. From these he had 
extracted scarcely enough of the elixir to fill a 
third of that little glass which I have just 
drained. He guarded every drop for himself. 
Who that holds healthful life as the one boon 
above all price to the living, would waste upon 
others what prolongs and recruits bis own being ? 
Therefore, though he sold me his secret he would 
not sell me his treasure.” 

*“*Any quack may seli you the information 
how to make nu only an elixir, but a sun and a 
moon, and tl en scare you from the experiment 
by tales of the danger of trying it! How do 
you know that this essence which the Dervish 
possessed was the elixir of life, since it Seems 
you have not tried on yourself what effect its 
precious drops could produce ? Poor wretch! 
who once seemed to me so awfully potent, do 
you come to the Antipodes in search of a drug 
that only ex.*ts in the fables by which a child is 
amused 7?” 

‘*The elixir of life is no fable,” cried Mar- 
grave, with a kindling of eye, a power of voice, 
a dilation of «orm that startled me in one just 
before so feeble. ‘That elixir was bright in 
my veins when we last met. From that golden 
draught of the life-spring of joy I took all that 
can gladden creation, What sage would not 
have exchanged his wearisome knowledge for 
my lusty revels with Nature? What monarch 
would not have bartered his crown, with its 
brain-ache oi care, for the radiance that circled 
my brows, flashing out from the light that was 
‘ me? Oh again, oh again, to enjoy the free- 

om of air with. che bird, and the glow of the sun 
with the lizard ; to sport through the blooms of 
the earth, Nature’s playmate and darling; to 
face, in the forest and desert, the pard and the 
lion-- Nature's bravest and fiercest —her first- 
born, the heir of her realm, with the rest of her 
children for sla es!” 

As these wor is burst from his lips there was a 
wild grandeur in the aspect of this enigmatical 
being which I had never beheld in the former 
time of his aft nt, dazzling youth, And in- 
deed in his language, and in the thonghts it 
clothed, there was an earnestness, a concentra- 
tion, a directness, a purpose, which had seemed 
wanting to his desultory talk in the earlier days. 
I expected that reaction of languor and exhaus- 
tion would follow his vehement outbreak of pas- 
sion; but after a short pause he went on with 
steady accents, His will was sustaining ‘is 
strength. He was determined to force his con- 
Victions on me, and the vitality, once so rich, 
rallied all its jingering forces to the aid of his 
intense desire. 

*“*T tell you then,” he resumed, with deliber- 
ate calmness, “that, years ago, 1 tested in my 
own person that essence which is the sovereign 
medicament. In me, as you saw me at L—, 
you beheld the proof of its virtues. Feeble and 
ill as I am now, my state was incalculably more 
hopeless when formeriy restored by the elixir. 
He from whom I then took the sublime restora- 
tive died without revealing the secret of its com- 
position. What I obtained was only just suffi- 
cient to recruit the lamp of my life, then dying 
down—and no drop was left for renewing the 
light which wastes its own rays in the air that 
it gilds. Though the Dervish would not sell 
me his treasure, he permitted me to see it. The 
appearance and od * of this essence are strange- 
ly peculiar—unmist. kable by one who has once 
beheld and partaken of it. In short, I recog 
nized in the _ of the Dervish the bright life- 


renewer, as I had borne it away from the corpse 
of the Sage of Aleppo.” 

“Hold! Are you then in truth the mur 
derer of Haroun, and is your true name Louis 
Gri ay le?” 

“T am no murderer, and Louis Grayle did 
not leave me his name. [ again adjure. you to 
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postpone, for this night at least, the questions 
you wish to address to me. 

‘* Seeing that this obstinate pauper possessed 
that for which the pale owners of millions, at the 
first touch of palsy or gout, would consent to be 
paupers, of course I coveted the possession of the 
essence even more than the knowledge of the 
substance from whic h it is extracted. I had no 
coward fear of the experiment, which this timid 
driveler had not the nerve to renew. But still 
the experiment might fail. I must traverse land 
and sea to find the fit p'ace for it. While in the 
rags of the Dervish, the unfailing result of the 
Jexperime nt was at hand. The Dervish suspect- 
ed my design—he dreaded my power. He fled 
on the very night in which I had meant to seize 
what he refused to sell me. After all, I should 
have done him no great wrong; for I should 
have left him wealth enough to transport him- 
self to any soil which the material for the 
elixir may be most abundant, and the desire of 
life would have given his shrinking nerves the 
courage to replenish its ravished store. I had 
Arabs in my pay, who obeyed me as hounds 
their master. I chased the fugitive. I came on 
his track, reached a house in a miserable village, 
in which, I was told, he had entered but an hour 
before The day was declining: the light in 
the room imperfect. I saw in a corner what 
seemed to me the form of the Dervish—stooped 
to seize it, and my hand closed on an asp. The 
artful Dervish had so piled his rags that they 
took the shape of the form they had clothed, and 
he had left, as a substitute for the giver of life, 
the venomous reptile of death. 


‘‘The strength of my system enabled me to 
survive the effect of the poison; but during the 
torpor that numbed me my Arabs, alarmed, 


gave no chase to my quarry. At last, 
enfeebled and languid, | was again on my horse ; 
again the pursuit—again the track! I learned 
—but this time by a knowledge surer than man’s 
—that the Dervish had taken his refuge in a 
hamlet that had sprung up over the site of a 
city once famed through Assyria. The 
voice that informed me of his whereabout 
warned me not to pursue. I rejected the warn- 
ing. In my eager impatience I sprang on to 
the chase; in my fearless resolve | felt sure of 

the prey. I arrived at the hamlet wearied out, 

for my forces were no longer the same since the 
bite of the asp. The Dervish eluded me still ; 

he had left the floors, on which I sank exhaust- 

ed, but a few minutes before my horse stopped 
the door. ‘The carpet on which he had rest- 
ed still lay on the ground, I dismissed the 

youngest and keenest of my troop in search of 

the fugitive. Sure that this time he would not 

escape, my eyes closed in sleep. 

* How long I slept I kaow not—a long dream 
of solimde, fever, and anguish. Was it the 
curse of the Dervish’s carpet? Was it a taint 
in the of the air, which 
broods sickly and rank over places where cities 
lie buried? 1 know not; but the Pest of the 
East had seized me in slumber. When my senses 
recovered I found my self alone, plundered of my 
arms, despoiled of such gold as I had cagried 
about me. All had deserted and left me, as the 
living leave the dead whom the Plague has 
claimed for its own. As soon as I could stand 
I crawled from the threshold. The moment my 
voice was heard, my face seen, the whole squalid 
populace rose as on a wild beast—a mad dog. 
I was driven from the place with imprecations 
and stones, as a miscreant whom the Plague had 
overtaken, while plotting the death of a holy 
man. Bruised and bleeding, but still defying, 
I turned in wrath on that dastardly rabble ; 
they slunk away from my path. I knew the 
land for miles around. I had been in that land 
years, long years, ago. I came at last to the 
road which the caravans take on their way to 
Damascus. There I was found, speechless and 
seemingly lifeless, by some European travelers. 
Conveyed to Damascus, I languished there some 
weeks between life and death. But for the 
virtue of that essence} which lingered yet in my 
veins, I could not have survived—even thus fee- 
ble anc shattered. I need not say that I now 
abandoned all thought of discovering the Der- 
vish. I had at least his secret, if I had failed 
of the paltry supply he had drawn from its uses. 
Such appliances as he had told me were need- 
ful are procured in the East with more ease 
than in Europe. To sum up, I am here—in- 
structed in all the knowledge, and supplied with 
all the aids, which warrant me in saying, ‘Do 
you care for new life in its richest enjoyments, 
if not for yourself, for one whom you love, and 
would reprieve from the grave?’ Then share 
with me in a task that a single night will accer 
plish, and ravish a prize by which th 
you value the most wiil be «x 
and the worm, to } 
blooming, wh*’ i 
sper! ave. Nay, 

aue the earth hides 

uch life is renewed ?” 
saithfally as I can recall them, the 
4s in which Margrave addressed me. But 
who can guess by cold words transcribed, even 
were they artfully ranged by a master of lan- 
gvages, the effect words produce when warm 
from the breath of the speaker? Ask one of an 
audience which some orator held enthralled why 
jhis words do not quicken a beat in the reader's 
pulse, and the answer of one who had listened 
will be, ‘* The words took their charm from the 
Voice and the eye, the aspect, the manner, the 
man!" So it was with the incomprehensible 
being before me. Though his youth was faded, 
though his beauty was dimmed, though my fan- 
cies clothed him with memories of abhorrent 
dread, though my reason opposed his audacious 
beliefs and assumptions, still he charmed and 
spell-bound me; still he was the mystical Fas- 
cimator ; still, if the legends of magic had truth 
for their basis, he was the born magician; as 


though 


same 


at 


walls of the house, or 
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genius, in what calling soever, is born with the 
gift to enchant and subdue us 

Constraining mvsell to answe calmly, I 
“You have told me your story; you have de- 


fined the ob yect of the experiment in which you 
ask me to aid. You do right to bid me postpone 
my replies or my questions. Seek to recruit by 


sleep the strength you have so sorely tasked. 
'To-morrow—” 
‘* To-morrow, ere night, you will decide 


whether the man whom out of all earth I have 
selected to aid me shall be the foe to condemn 
me to perish! I tell you 
aid, and your prot "aid Three 
this and all aid will be too late!” 

I had already gained t door of the 
when he called to me to come back 

*You do not live in this hut, h your 
family yonder. Do aot tell them that I am here ; 
let no one but yourself see me as I now am 
Lock the door of the hut when you quit it. I 
should not close my eyes if I were not secure 
from intruders tak? 


lainly I need your 
davs from 





room, 


but Ww 











“There is but one in my house, or in these 
parts, whom I would except from the interdict 
you impose, You are awart of 1 r own im- 
minent danger the itt Viti y 
discovery of a Dervish wil Z 
seems to my eve of |} s! nt ing <« a 
thread. I have already form I cal 
je ture as tot ha 7 ‘ 
feebies you Bat I would fain con 
jecture with tl weightier opinion of one whose 
experience and skill are supe r to min¢ Ie 
mit me, then, when I return to vou to-m 
to bring with me the great phys ! vhom I 
refer. His nam 1 not, yx s, be unknown 
to vou. I speak of Julius Fy 

* A physician of the scl s! leang | 
enough how learnedly he would prate, and how 
little he could do But Iw not « t to his 
visit, if it satisfies you that, since | should dic 
under the hands of tix ‘ s, | may bx per 
mitted to indulge my own whim in placing my 
hopesina Dervish. Yetstay. You have, do 
less, spoken of me to this Julius Faber, your { 
low-physician and friend? Promis , you 
! ng hin ere, t ’ iwililt hame I that 
you will not repeat to him the tale I have told 
vou, or the hope w is led me thes res 
W it I have t t > You, no Matt WW er at 
this moment v 1 consider me the ad pe « l 
chimera, 18 still under the sea i the conhdenct 
Ww nen & pati nt re ses in the piysician he him- 
self selects for his confidant. I select you, and 


not Julius Faber | 

“ Be it as you will,” said I, after a moment's 
reflection. “ The 
my patient I am bi 


moment you make yoursell 


und to consider what 





for you. And you may more respect and profit 
by an opinion based upon your purely physical 
condition than by one in which v« mig 
pose the advice Was directed rather to the diseas 
of the mind than to that of “ 

‘How amazed and indignant your brothe 
physician will be if he ever see me a second time 
How learnedly he will prove that, according to 


all correct prin iples of science and nature, I 
ought to be dead! 

He uttered this jest with a faint, dreary echo 
of his old merry, melodious laugh, then turned 
his face to the wall; and so I left him to repose. 


} } 
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